is blind, a bomb from a German plane."
I had to leave the nurse, I was too near tears to stay.
I was to learn all the horror and tragedy of war, but
few things were to touch me as that pathetic group of
tiny refugees.
Albacete will always remain in my mind as one of
Spain's most unpleasant towns. Like many large
railway-junctions, it possesses no character of its own.
It has two main industries, the manufacture of
lethal knives and a thriving though sordid brothel
quarter. Few of its roads are paved, in winter they
are rivers of mud. We found one presentable cafe,
where we would spend an evening away from the
barracks.
It was in the Cafe Real that I met Ludwig Renn.
Tall and thin, almost bald, quick sensitive eyes
behind spectacles, his face lined with suffering, this
German aristocrat had all the dignity and sympathy
of a medieval saint. It was this dignity that had in-
spired his Nazi captors in the concentration camp to
devise fresh tortures, new insults and indignities to
break his spirit They had failed. An old man la
body, broken in health, he had come to Spain in free-
dom's most decisive hour. A staff-officer in the last
war, he had made a lasting indictment of its brutality
and idiocy in his novel War. To-day he fouad
pacifism would no longer meet the present sttaaiim.
We sat and talked, whEe a young German played